SWITZERLAND                            321

in the face of a precipice, only wide enough for
one's feet, -with sheer cliff above and below, and
nothing to hold by.    I have a good head, but to
follow my guide on that path was something which
only mauvaise honte brought me to.   I was ashamed
to hesitate where he walked along so cheerily.    We
arranged to spend the night at a chalet where a
milkmaid with the figure of the Venus of Milo
tended a remnant of the herd, most of which had
already descended to the valleys below.    As the
sun was setting I walked out to the brow of the
aiguille, which from  below seemed a point, but
was in reality only the perpendicular face of a mass
of mountain which in the other direction sloped
away towards Switzerland for miles.   The view of
Mont Blanc, directly opposite, then bare of clouds
from the base to the summit, with the red sunset
light falling full on the great fields of snow, of
which I had never realized the extent from any other
point, was by far the most imposing view of the
great mountain I have ever found.   I stood at an
elevation of about 7000 feet, halfway to the sum-
mit of Mont Blanc, with the whole broad expanse
of glacier and snowfield glowing in the rosy twi-
light; and, while I watched the sun set, at my feet
lay the valley  of the Arve,  with  the  town   of
Sallanches and its attendant villages in the blue
distance  of   gathering   night,  thousands   of  feet
below me.    As I looked, enchanted, the chimes of
the convent below rang out a Gregorian air, which
came up to my heights like a solemn monitionly going to bed before midnight;e nights; for they assumed himnds and promising support-
